THE  LAST WEEK
Our presents to our friend Kirkbride included the tent j which
was of no further use to us, my big winter coat, the complete
works of Shakespeare (still soaking wet from their bath at
Misgar), two little rugs given us by the taotai at Kashgar and
three turnips from the garden of Ghini Bagh. . . .
It became disagreeably hot as soon as we got clear of the
oasis, for we were now only five thousand feet up. That same
day we came to the Indus—flowing from Tibet—and crossed
it by an impressive suspension bridge in an arid valley like a
canyon.
Near the oasis of Bunji the clouds cleared away and, due
south, the splendour of Nanga Parbat appeared at the end of
what seemed to be a closed valley. Some twenty-two
thousand feet above our desert, the summit glittered in the
setting sun. I have never seen anything so majestic as that
mass of ice. This "Naked Mountain/' the most westerly
peak of the Himalayas, had tempted more than one climber
since the famous Mummery met his death on it in 1895. I
thought with emotion of Merkl and his German companions
who set out to clamber up its sides the previous year but
never came down again.* Looking back, I could still see the
face of that other giant, Rakaposhi.
On the 6th of September we turned our backs on the Indus
and engaged in the jagged and torrid gorge hollowed out by
the Astor river. We had to climb the Burzil Pass, 14,000 feet
above sea-level, in order to get across the chain of the
Himalayas, properly so called. We found better and better
furnished rest-houses each evening, and Wahab, our servant,
did the cooking.
In a smiling landscape near Astor we passed an odd-
looking caravan with women dressed in shrouds. They were
pilgrims returning from Mecca to Kashgar. The way by
* Those who want to tackle Nanga Parbat can now save time by taking
the Kagan valley route, which is open, instead of going round by Srinagar.
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